THE  MESSENGER

rioters, only the usual traffic occupying that thorough-
fare.1

A terrible fight ensued. The young American, an
athlete in splendid physical health, was, on account
of the overwhelming odds, soon driven against a wall.
Somehow, he wrenched a club from one of his attackers
and, somehow, held his own for fifteen long minutes
before the torrent of blows on his headrlegs, and body
did their inevitable work. Then he was left on the foot-
path for dead.

Witnesses to the incident, however, swear that a little
later he recovered consciousness, and, seeing a water
tap near by, dragged himself to it, and managed to
turn the water on to his head. A few of the rioters,
from their hiding-place, observed this move, and im-
mediately reassembled the mob to beat him afresh, till
they grew tired of beating. Then they robbed him of
his valuables and stripped him bare. Finally, having
gouged out his eyes, they dragged him naked through
the streets, the length of two city blocks, while one of
their company danced at their head, playing a suitable
tune on the flute.

Not until one-thirty in the afternoon did the police
pick up the still bleeding body to rush it to a hospital.
There, ten minutes after he was admitted, Mr. Doherty
breathed his last. For some ninety minutes, then, that
young American citizen had lain naked, blinded and
dying, under the broiling Indian sun.

When Mrs. Doherty discovered her husband's body,
twenty-six hours later, it was so badly mutilated that

1 This whole account is taken from a statement by Mrs. Doherty,
in the possession of the author.
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